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part, I do not believe this demi-god will ever revisit the
earth, since he has been so shorn of his beams.

All this is amusing ; and yet, methinks, I had rather we
made a great figure than a comical one. When one has
been used to glory under Mr. Pitt, I sigh to think how he
and we are fallen ! We are afraid to meddle even in little
Corsica, though the French have so wofully miscarried
there ; and we enjoy half the empire of the Mogul only to
traffic in India stock! We are no longer great any way.
We have no great men; no great orators, writers, or poets.
One would think they had all been killed in the last war.
Nay, our very actors are uncommonly bad. I saw a new
tragedy the other night, that was worse played, though at
Drury Lane, than by any strollers I ever beheld ; and yet
they are good enough for the new pieces. The best we have
are little comic operas. Apropos to operas ; your old
acquaintance the Duke of Dorset2 is dead, after having
worn out his constitution, and almost his estate. He has
not left a tree standing in the venerable old park at Knowle.
However, the family think themselves very happy that he
did not marry a girl he kept, as he had a mind to do, if the
state of his understanding had not empowered his relations
to prevent it.

Did you see as he passed to Rome the great lord8 that
gave birth to all our present disputes ? He is said to be
much recovered.

I shall return to London the day after to-morrow ; and as
this cannot set out till Tuesday, probably I shall have
something to add. Do you know anything of Lady Orford,
and the state of her health ? Mr. Hamilton spoke of her to
me in the summer as almost expiring with an asthma.

2 Charles Saokville, second Duke of Dorset.    Watyole*
'* Lord Bute.    Walpole.atters are riper for his descent. For my own
